FORBIDDEN JOURNEY
him entering the aksakal's reception room with his father,
addressed us in a tearful voice. He had moaned because he
could find no maize for his asses at the bazaar and would not
therefore be able to leave on the appointed day. Now he
never ceased imploring us to have pity on his tired donkeys.
Peter he addressed, in Chinese, as Taj en ("master" or "great
man55). The gentleman addressed did not fail to point out
to me that nobody would ever pay me such a mark of respect.
When Aziz had a particularly important supplication to
make he played such variations on the theme, Hao Ta jen
("good great man"), that the hardest heart must have melted.
One evening at the end of the stage and with several people
standing round, I caused much hilarity by addressing a most
melancholy Hao Taj en to Peter when I wanted a match.
Some Turki travellers joined up with us on the outskirts
of Gherchen. We groaned, for inevitably it must lead to
complications. And, sure enough, Aziz helped them to load
up their donkeys every morning. That meant that we were
not the only people to whom he had engaged himself. But,
in fact, the fellow-travellers thus imposed on us provided some
diversion. There was an old woman, all wrapped up in
veils, with her son. There was a father with his son. When
the latter got off the burning sand and leaped on their ass
he left his old sandals for the father who had just dismounted
from the animal.
Then there was a fellow, another Tokta Ahun, a high-
spirited, unsympathetic creature who wearied our ears with
the unchanging song he bawled from dawn to dark. In our
exasperation we called him every name we could think of—
and that, after all, was a way of occupying our time too. After
prolonged negotiations this Tokta Ahun had ceded one of
his donkeys to Peter in exchange for Cynara. He was
extremely proud of his bargain and in the evening gave her
vast quantities of maize to make her fat. But meanwhile
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